PASSAGES FROM ARABIA
DESERTA

THE   SETTING   OUT   OF   THE   PILGRIM   CARAVAN

A new voice hailed me of an old friend when, first returned
from the Peninsula, I paced again in that long street of Damascus
which is called Straight; and suddenly taking me wondering by
the hand. Tell me (said he), since thou art here again in the peace
and assurance of Ullah, and whilst we walk, as in the former years,
toward the new blossoming orchards, full of the sweet spring as
the garden of God, what moved thee, or how couldst thou take
such journeys into the fanatic Arabia?'

It was at the latest hour, wh.cn in the same day, and after
troubled days of endeavours, I had supposed it impossible. At
first I had asked of the WMy, Governor of Syria, his licence to
accompany the Haj caravan to the distance ofMeddin Sdlih. The
Waly then privately questioned the British Consulate, an office
which is of much regard in these countries. The Consul answered,
that his was no charge in any such matter; he had as much regard
of me, would I take such dangerous ways, as of his old hat. This
was a man that, in time past, had proffered to show me a good
turn in my travels, who now told me it was his duty to take no
cognisance of my Arabian journey, lest he might hear any word
of blame, if I miscarried. Thus by the Turkish officers it was
understood that my life, forsaken by mine own Consulate, would
not be required of them in this adventure. There is a merry
saying of Sir Henry Wotton, for which he nearly lost his credit
with his sovereign, 'An ambassador is a man who is sent to lie
abroad for his country'; to this might be added, 'A Consul is a
man who is sent to play the Turk abroad, to his own countrymen.3